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Dadmer AU 


by SilverWing15 


Summary 


The shoal flees, their glittering scales catching the sun as they move. Tommy rushes to keep 
up with them, but they’re making no allowance for his speed. Even his father is rushing far 
ahead. Tommy calls for them desperately, hoping that they won’t leave him behind. 


Like a miracle, his mother turns back. He rushes to her, ready to throw himself into her arms 
so she can carry him. 


She dips to the side and he rushes past her. He barely has time to be confused before her hand 
lashes out, claws dragging down his tail, shredding the delicate membrane of his tailfin. 
Tommy shrieks, his blood flowing into the water in a thick cloud. 


His mother hisses at him one final time, and then she joins the rest of the shoal in fleeing. 


Tommy is left behind. 


Notes 


Another one I'm not entirely happy with but I don't want it just hanging around in my drafts 
so here u go. Some notes on mer worldbuilding because of course I went overboard with it: 


Tommy and SBI are two different species 


SBI are more whale-like in that they are Big Lads, they have skin instead of scales, with 
whale-style fins instead of the fish type, and they can breathe air, and they're more 
community minded than Tommy's shoal. 


Tommy is of course a fishy boi, he's much smaller than SBI, can't breathe air, and his shoal is 
more individualistic. They're more based off of lion society, the females hold a territory, and 
males challenge for the right to hold it. When most of Tommy's siblings died, the females 
were down to give up on him because its too much work for too little reward to raise a single 
male offspring (lions do actually do this, rip to single siblings, tho I don't think lions care 
about gender, the mer do). if Tommy had been female that would stick around and actually 
help the shoal, they might have kept him around. Tommy's dad was more inclined to keep 
him alive because with his brother gone, its unlikely that he'll be able to take on another 
territory (or keep this one) and pass on his genes again. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The shoal moves quietly through the shallows. Tommy can see his father tipping a rock and 
pulling a crab out of the gap that was underneath. One of his aunts is fighting with an eel over 
an octopus. Usually she would just kill it, but they can’t risk getting blood in the water right 
now. 


Not while they’re in enemy territory. 


Tommy follows behind his mother’s tail, as close as she will let him get. He watches her 
carefully, studying the way she picks at mussels attached to the rock. He mimics her, twisting 
the little black shells until they break free and then hammering them against the rock. 


While her shell opens after only a few blows, his remains firmly shut. He whines softly and 
gnaws at it, but it doesn’t open. He tries to give the shell to his mother, but she hisses at him, 
driving him away again. 


Tommy falls back to the edges of the shoal, chirping softly, begging for attention. No one 
offers him even a glance. 


He’s tired, and hungry, and lonely. He lets the mussel fall to the ocean floor and searches for 
something easier to open. He finds a snail and pries that out with a claw. Its good, chewy and 
sweet, but he’s still hungry. 


The shoal used to be bigger, he knows. There was father’s brother, and more aunts, and 
cousins, and all the rest of Tommy’s siblings. All of them are gone now. Tommy is the only 
pup that survived, and none of the adults even seem to care. 


They keep telling him to go away, they don’t let him snuggle with them at night, they don’t 
offer him any of their catch, his mother doesn’t let him swim with her. 


He’s heard them at night, arguing. Father wants to let him back in, but mother doesn’t care. 
She says they don’t have enough to keep even themselves alive, they need to eat so they have 
energy to hunt. It isn’t worth raising one pup when they could save their energy, live another 
year, and have a new clutch. Without him they can travel faster, further, take on larger prey 
because they don’t have to leave one of the adults behind to watch over him. 


Tommy swallows down the bitterness of the memory. Its poor accompaniment to the snail 
that suddenly feels lodged in his throat. Hell prove them wrong. He’ll take care of himself, 
and then he’ll leave and they can have as many stupid pups as they want. 


Maybe he could even stay here. They’ve been sneaking into this shoal’s territory for days and 
they haven’t noticed. The food here is plentiful, better than all of the sickly, choked things in 


Tommy’s shoal’s territory. Ever since the terrible black sludge that had killed the rest of his 
shoal, nothing has been well. The reef is dying. They are dying. 


But this territory is flourishing. If the rest of their shoal were still alive, if Father's brother 
were here, if Father weren’t sick, then they might have challenged for it. But Father took ill 
from the black sludge too, and he’s still weak. All they can do is sneak in and eat their fill 
before the residents notice. 


Tommy sticks his hand under the rock and feels around for anything that might be hiding in 
there. A tiny fish darts away, too agile for him to catch in hands or jaws. 


He warbles sadly. 


His mother is gorging herself on the mussels, leaving the empty shells scattered on the sand. 
His aunt has won the octopus and is chewing quickly through the legs. 


His father has taken apart the crab, there is cracked shell all around him. The scent of the 
meat is in the water. 


Tommy licks his lips and swims closer. Father glances at him, their eyes meet. Tommy 
freezes, waiting for the hiss, for the snarl, warning him back. 


Instead, his father moves away, sweeping the legs into his arms. But he drops one of the 
meaty claws. Tommy dives for it, snatching it up and darting away before his mother or aunt 
can see. He stuffs the meat into his mouth, hardly tasting it. 


He looks to his father and he is pretending he hasn’t seen, even though he must have noticed 
he’s missing part of his prey. A longing croon rises in Tommy’s chest, but he forces it down. 
If his mother knew, father would get into trouble, and then he wouldn’t be able to do anything 
like that again. 


The crab settles into his belly, all the better for having come from his father, who still cares, 
who still wants him. 


He finds a few more snails and pulls them out of their shells, scarfing them down. He’s 
actually getting a decent meal out of this trip, and he’s starting to wonder if he might risk 
taking a nap here. His shoal might leave him behind, but the water is warm and the sand is 
nice and soft here. 


He’s settled into a nice spot when he hears it. Clicking, chattering, and then a haunting wail. 
The residents of the territory have realized the intrusion. 


The shoal flees, their glittering scales catching the sun as they move. Tommy rushes to keep 
up with them, but they’re making no allowance for his speed. Even his father is rushing far 
ahead. Tommy calls for them desperately, hoping that they won’t leave him behind. 


Like a miracle, his mother turns back. He rushes to her, ready to throw himself into her arms 
so she can carry him. 


She dips to the side and he rushes past her. He barely has time to be confused before her hand 
lashes out, claws dragging down his tail, shredding the delicate membrane of his tailfin. 
Tommy shrieks, his blood flowing into the water in a thick cloud. 


His mother hisses at him one final time, and then she joins the rest of the shoal in fleeing. 
Tommy is left behind. He sinks to the bottom, too shocked,in too much pain, to try and 
follow them. 


The resident mer are getting closer, their haunting song is getting louder. So loud that it 
rattles Tommy’s bones. He whimpers. They’re going to find him. 


They’ ll find him and they’! kill him for invading their territory, stealing their prey. He needs 
to hide. Hiding is his only hope. 


He tries to swim, but his tail explodes with agony. The lines of his mother’s claws hurt like 
anemone poison in his veins. His tattered tail fin does nothing but spread more blood through 
the water. The spines ineffective without the delicate membrane to catch the water. 


The song is getting closer. 


Tommy has no choice but to drag himself along the bottom, as quickly as he can, back to the 
shallows where they’d foraged. He peeks over the rocks and he can see them. 


Massive shapes on the horizon. Three of them. They’re too far away for Tommy to make out 
their species clearly, but he doesn’t think that they’re the same species as his own shoal. 


Not that being the same species would have granted him any mercy. He whimpers quietly to 
himself. 


The strangers are getting closer. Tommy searches frantically through the rocks until finally, 
he finds a crevice big enough for him to tuck into. Its really big, actually, it leads into a 
tunnel, emptying out in a bowl of rock big enough for him to swim a circle in and deep 
enough for him to be several of his father’s tail lengths from the surface. Its perfect. 


Tommy swims down to the very bottom, huddling down among the rocks. The strangers will 
smell his blood, but the crevice was small, and the tunnel tight, hopefully they won’t be able 
to get into the hidden cove. 


He feels the shift in the water as the resident shoal arrives. They’ve stopped singing now, 
they must realize that the interlopers are gone. Hopefully they think a// of them are gone. 


“Little shits,” one of them growls. His voice is deep, deeper than any mer Tommy has heard 
before. 


Another one snorts agreement. “They had themselves a nice little feast, didn’t they.” 
“T smell blood,” the first one grumbles, “they caught something on top of all the shellfish.” 


“Mate, neither of you even /ikes shellfish,” a third voice says. 


There’s three of them. All three of them are here. They can smell his blood. Tommy 
desperately strangles down a whine, a chirp. Any sound, any sound at all and they’ll know 
he’s here. 


“Its the principal, Phil,” the second voice says. 

“Sure, the principal. They’re gone now, regardless. Not much we can do about it.” 

The other two grumble and growl, but even they can’t argue with the logic of that. 

Go away, Tommy pleads in his mind. Just go away. 

“I’m staying here, they’ve been sneaking through this border for weeks, I’m tired of it.” 
No! 


“Sounds like a good idea,” the second voice agrees. “Besides, the water’s pretty nice, we 
have a few hours before the tides go down, might as well have a nap.” 


“T was going to be on guard duty, not nap duty.” the deepest voice growls. 
“You enjoy that, wake me if anything interesting happens.” 


Tommy can hear them settling down outside, feel the shifts of the water currents. They’re 
staying here. 


Right here. 
Only a few feet away from his hiding place. 


Fuck. 


38 2K ok 


Somehow, despite the pain, despite the fear, sitting still and quiet, Tommy falls into a half 
doze. He shoots back to full consciousness every time the mer outside move, and at first, 
every time they speak, but as the time goes on, their voices become almost soothing. Its not 
quite like being with his shoal, but its closer than he’s had since his siblings died. 


He wakes fully when something splashes beside his head. He jerks up, and a seabird squawks 
and flutters up the walls of the cove. Tommy sits up fully, his eyes wide, his gills flaring, then 
choking as his head pokes up over the water. 


The water. 


The cove had been deep when Tommy first came into it, but now its so shallow he has to 
keep himself pressed to the sand just to breathe. He takes a deep breath and holds it, sitting 
up again. The crevice he’d come in through is well above the water line. 


He whines and dives back beneath the water. The tide. He’d forgotten about the tide. Like a 
moron. And if it goes out any more he’s going to suffocate. 


He tries to move his tail but it flares with agony and he collapses with a gasping whine. It 
hurts. More than it did when he fell asleep, he thinks. He braces himself and looks. 


His mother’s claws went deep, biting through his scales. The wounds have stopped bleeding, 
thankfully, but his webbing is still shredded. Tattered bits of it drift in the waves. Tommy 
shudders. 


He lays back down, breathing heavily. Gods he hopes the tide is going to come back in soon. 
It has to. It has to. He doesn’t know what he’! do if it doesn’t. 


38 2K ok 


The water grows stale, stiflingly thick with his own blood. The more he moves around, the 
more the wounds open. But if he holds still, then the sea birds come and try to peck at him. 


He doesn’t bother trying to be quiet anymore. He whimpers and chirps, desperate for 
someone, anyone to answer his call. To help him, comfort him. It doesn’t matter, no one will 


hear him, not with the water this low, not with him trapped in this horrible place. 


The water gets lower. He has to stay laying flat, or else his gills are exposed to the air. He 
thinks he’s going to die here. He knows he’s going to die here. 


He wonders if his father realized what happened. He wonders if he would risk trying to come 
back for Tommy. 


He won’t, Tommy knows. The mer who live in this territory sounded big, dangerous. His 
father won’t risk his own life trying to save Tommy’s, not when Tommy is already injured 
this badly. Even if he did come, he’d leave again when he saw the state Tommy is in. 


Tommy whines to himself, not caring how loud it is. It doesn’t matter. He may as well. 


He flicks his tail again, scaring off a bird. They’re coming back sooner and sooner, like they 
know just as well as he does that soon he’II be too weak to frighten them off. 


Tommy’s heard they go for the eyes first. He shudders. 

He takes a deep breath. 

He--takes a deep breath, lifts his head. He can still breathe. 

Without him noticing, the water has gotten deeper. The tide, the tide is coming in. 
Oh thank the gods. Thank the fucking gods. 


The tide. 


He’s not going to suffocate. Not going to go out gasping and thrashing. Not going to have his 
eyes picked out by sea birds. 


“Take that you stupid fucks,” he rasps, baring his teeth at their circling forms. 


The water isn’t high enough for him to escape yet, but its only a matter of time. He just has to 
wait. 


2K 2 ok 

Just when he’s about gathered enough courage to try moving, he feels it. 
The water is moving, something is moving through it. 

The other mer. 


Tommy presses himself to the sand, by now he’s partially sunk into it, and he’s glad for it. It 
might help him hide a bit. 


Its definitely one of the mer that was here earlier. Tommy can’t tell which one, but at least he 
seems to be alone. He’s moving quietly, stalking through the water like he’s hunting. 


Does he know Tommy is here? 


He holds still as a rock, hoping against hope that the other mer doesn’t know. Surely he 
doesn’t. He can’t know. How would he know? 


The mer sighs and stops moving around. Its silent from the other side of the wall. Maybe... 
he’s fallen asleep? 


As if to prove him wrong, the mer starts singing. Tommy flinches from the sound, wincing 
when it sends a bolt of pain through his tail. He breathes deeply, gills fluttering as he tries to 
keep from making a single sound. 


When he can finally focus again, he nearly chirps with relief. There’s a familiar song in the 
water. It sounds like Tommy’s shoal, but no--no wait. Why would they come back? Why 
would they be this close with the rival mer right there? 


Then he realizes. The sound is slightly off. Just a little bit wrong. 
Its not them, its not Tommy’s shoal. Its the mer, mimicking them. Tommy’s heart stops. 


Does he know? Does he know Tommy is here? Hiding? Is he trying to lure Tommy out? Oh 
no, oh no, no, no. Tommy bites back a whimper, watching the entrance to the tide pool 
carefully, waiting for the mer to give up on luring him out and try reaching in. 


From a little distance away another song rings through the waves. Not a mimicry of Tommy’s 
shoal. The same territory-song as the mer had sung when they’d chased Tommy’s shoal 
away. 


A deep growl follows after it, and the water moves as a massive shape hurtles through it. A 
snarl rings out and then chokes off. 


The mer that is right outside starts /aughing. 
“Wilbur!” the deep voiced one from before snarls. 
“Your face!” the singing mer cackles. “You were so ready to come start a fight, ha!” 


The other mer growls, and the singer shrieks. The water splashes and swirls, Tommy thinks 
they might be fighting. 


“Ow! Ow! Okay! Okay! I give!” the singer cries. “You’re pushing me into the rocks, let go.” 
The deep voiced mer growls again. “You’re supposed to be helping me, Wilbur.” 
“T was helping!” the singer protests, “I was testing your reaction time.” 


The deep voiced mer growls again, but it sounds more distant. The singer laughs to himself 
again, crooning mockingly to his shoal-mate. The water finally calms again. The singer sighs 
and starts moving off. 


Tommy nearly sighs with relief, finally he’ll be able to get out of here. Slowly, carefully, he 
tries to crawl towards the entrance. Its slow, every inch is an agony, even crawling along flat 
ground. He grits his teeth and puts his head down, watching the sand as he moves. 


This isn’t going to work. How is he supposed to get away from the mer if they catch him in 
the open? Tommy takes a break, panting and desperately suppressing the whines and chirps 
that want to escape. He looks up, trying to see how much progress he’s made, how much 
further he has to go. 


He’s barely made it a few inches. The crevice is still so far away. 


He feels like he’s been hollowed out. Exhausted, hopeless, helpless. He wants his shoal. He 
wants his father, his mother, his aunt, all of his siblings. Someone, anyone. He doesn’t want 
to be here alone. 


The waves wash over the top of the pool, the tide is still high, but for how long? How long 
until the water starts falling again, until he’s trapped, with the water getting lower, the birds 
circling above him? 


He can’t get out on his own, and if he stays here, he’Il die. But the only way out would be to- 
- He bites down on another whimper. 


He’ll have to call for them. The mer who live here. The mer who’s territory he invaded. 
Who’s prey he stole. His gills flutter. 


The singer is getting further and further away. Soon he’ll be too far away, and any call 
Tommy makes will have to go out to the whole pod. He seems to be the most laid back of the 
mer who live here. 


“Wait--” Tommy croaks. 


No, no, he shouldn’t have done that. He should have just taken his chances. He should have 
tried to get out on his own again. Oh he’s an idiot. He’s an idiot who’s going to end up dead. 
He doesn't want to die, he really, really doesn’t want to die. 


“Hello?” the singer says warily, like he’s almost sure he was just hearing something in his 
head. 


He’s not sure yet. Tommy can just stay quiet and maybe he’ll go away. 


“Who’s there?” the singer says, he sounds closer. Oh gods he sounds closer. A low growl 
rumbles through the water and Tommy flinches and chirps. 


He slaps a hand over his mouth, horrified. 
“T heard you,” the singer says, “come out. Get out of our territory, I'll call my brother.” 
He takes a deep breath. 


“Don’t!” Tommy cries. “Please don’t, I’m sorry, I’m really sorry!” He warbles fearfully, 
hiding in his arms as if that would help. 


The singer is silent, but the water moves as he swims closer. 
Tommy whines, trembling. 


“Hey,” the singer says, and he sounds...gentler. “I--its alright pup. Where are you? Did you 
get lost? Come here.” 


Tommy whimpers and shakes his head even though the singer can’t see it. He wants to curl 
his tail around himself, but it hurts. 


“Shh, shh, its okay, I won’t hurt you pup, just come here. Ill take care of you. Where are 
you?” The water moves, the singer is pacing around, searching through all of the rocks, its 
only a matter of time until he finds-- “oh, there you are.” 


Tommy flinches and yelps, wrapping his arms tightly around his head. 
“Oh pup,” the singer coos. “Did you get stuck in there? Can you swim to me?” 
Tommy shakes his head desperately. “Please, please I’m sorry--I didn’t mean to--” 


What? Didn’t mean to trespass? He’d snuck in with the rest of his shoal. They hadn’t dragged 
him along, they would have been happy to leave him behind. 


“Hush now,” the singer croons, “you’re okay, I’ve got you. Just come here. I won’t hurt 
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you. 


Tommy whines. Its a lie, its got to be a lie. 


Something brushes his arm. He screams, silencing himself quickly, he doesn’t want to call the 
rest of the shoal down on him. He stares horrified up at crevice. 


The singer is reaching in, his fingers are wiggling only a few inches away. His arm barely fits 
through the gap that Tommy’s entire body had come through. 


He’s huge. 


“Tts alright,” he croons, the arm retreats, and the singer’s face replaces it at the gap. “Just let 
me see you.” He coos, a wordless, instinctive sound. 


Tommy warbles fearfully, scooting back, despite the agony that flares up in his wounds. He 
whines again as his tail bumps into the rocky wall and one of them reopens, tainting the water 
with his blood. 


“Are you hurt?” the singer gasps. “Oh sweetheart, its gonna be okay.” 


His face disappears from the gap, Tommy can hear him swimming around the rocks again, 
searching for another way in. Tommy whimpers, pressing himself down into the sand. He can 
feel it irritating his gills, but that’s hardly his biggest problem at the moment. 


There’s a chirp of victory above him. 

Above him. 

The opening is larger up there, big enough for the singer to swim into. 

Tommy wails, cowering into the sand but its no use. 

Massive hands curl around his ribs. He freezes, too terrified to even squeak as he’s lifted up, 
out of the sand, his tail dragging behind him, hanging limp even as the pain flares brightly 
through it. 


“Hello,” the singer coos, “let’s get a look at you, okay?” 


Tommy’s gills flutter, dragging in water as his heart races. He still can’t make himself move. 
He chirps sofly. 


The singer croons, drifting down to the ocean floor outside of the tide pool. Tommy’s tail 
twitches feebly at the feeling of water sliding over his scales, but that just makes his wounds 
flare with pain. He yelps. 


The singer holds him close, “shh, its okay baby. I’ve got you now. I’m not gonna hurt you, 
just breathe. Just breathe.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Its free babie 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


I'm honestly not as happy with the rest of this fic as I was with the first chapter, which is 
why its in warmups instead of the main series. Even the first bit I wasn't too happy with, 
but I don't want it hanging around in my drafts forever and its not *terrible* just kind of 
confused and rushed so you guys get to see it. 

There's more worldbuilding notes at the bottom, check those before you ask questions in 
the comments, like I said, things are a bit muddled in story and I wasn't able to explain 
things very well in the actual text tho I usually prefer to 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Tommy stays in the den, waiting for the call. Finally, it comes, a soft croon. 
Wilbur. 


Despite how scared Tommy was of him at first, he hadn’t hurt him at all. He treated Tommy’s 
wounds, and brought him food. Prey he killed and just gave to Tommy like it was nothing. 


Sometimes he even eats with Tommy, and he doesn’t even hog all the food. He makes sure 
Tommy is full before he finishes the rest of it off. 


He spends time at the den too. They play, as much as Tommy can play with the injuries to his 
tail. But steadily more as they healed. They’re almost all cleared up by now, and he can 
swim freely. 


He usually hides in the den until Wilbur comes even though he could leave. At first, he’d 
tried to leave, he’d been scared of Wilbur. But now he knows that Wilbur is kind. Kinder than 
Tommy’s mother. 


Kinder even than his father. 


Wilbur croons again and Tommy wiggles out of the den, chirping a friendly greeting of his 
own. 


“Hello gremlin,” Wilbur purrs, letting himself drift down onto the sandy seabed. 
“I’m not a gremlin!” Tommy whines. 


“No, I’m pretty sure,” Wilbur says, folding his arms behind his head and tilting his face up to 
the sun. 


Tommy growls and launches himself for Wilbur’s chin. He wraps his arms around Wilbur’s 
head, smacking him in the cheek with his tail. 


Wilbur grunts and grabs for him, laughing. “This is not helping your argument, gremlin.” 
“Take it back!” Tommy demands, darting away from Wilbur’s hands. 
“Make me, gremlin.” 


Tommy snarls and charges again. Wilbur twists, flicking his tail and rising in a blink. Tommy 
squeaks, flaring his fins to try and break off but Wilbur is still too fast. His hand flashes out 
and catches Tommy, tucking him into the crook of his arm, pinned against his chest. 


“Wilbur!” Tommy whines, thrashing. If this were anyone else, even his father, he would be 
actually scared. But its Wilbur. 


Even if he’s five times Tommy’s size, he’s kind. Gentle. 


Wilbur trills laughter and takes a “victory lap” as he calls it, around the den. “Admit it, Toms, 
I won.” 


“Never!” Tommy hisses, clawing at his arm. He has to be careful. Wilbur doesn’t have scales 
like Tommy does, his skin is thick, sure, but Tommy still doesn’t want to hurt him, not even 
in play. 


“Surrender,” Wilbur mock growls, nipping at the back of Tommy’s neck. 


Even if its just play, Tommy’s instincts give in. He gives a whiny warble and stops fighting, 
falling limp in Wilbur’s grasp. 


Wilbur, the smug jerk that he is, purrs and drifts back down to the sand. He curls his tail 
around them as he strokes down Tommy’s back, waiting for him to fight his way free of the 
instinctive submission. 


He makes it harder by doing that, and Tommy knows he knows it. Every pass of his hand 
makes warmth bubble up in Tommy’s chest, melting away any progress he makes towards his 
revenge. 


Eventually he just gives in. He warbles again and curls around Wilbur’s arm, nuzzling his 
cheek into Wilbur’s palm. He just woke up, but he feels sleepy and content again. 


Wilbur coos, rolling onto his back, Tommy cradled on his chest. The sun shines through the 
water, warming them. Wilbur sighs contentedly, petting Tommy’s hair. 


“How are you feeling?” he murmurs. 
Tommy scoots a little bit, getting more comfortable. “I’m okay. You?” 


“T’m good. Your tail doesn’t hurt anymore?” 


“No.” Tommy stretches and rests his chin on his arms so he can look at Wilbur. 


Wilbur’s gaze isn’t sleepy, its assessing. His hand runs down Tommy’s tail, tracing the still 
scarring marks of his mother’s claws. Tommy only winces a little bit at the deepest part of the 
cut. Wilbur hums approvingly. 


“T think its time.” 

“Time?” Tommy lifts his head. 

“Time for you to meet the rest of the pod.” 

The warm contentment leaves him in a rush. “What?” 


Wilbur croons comfortingly, spreading his hand over Tommy’s back. “They’ll love you,” he 
says gently. “They won’t hurt you.” 


Tommy whines, flicking his tail to try and get out from under Wilbur’s hand. Wilbur doesn’t 
let him. 


“Tommy,” he says, stern but gentle. “You trust me, don’t you?” 
“Yeah,” Tommy admits, reluctantly falling still. 


“And I trust them. Phil is gonna spoil you, Techno will keep you safe. You’re mine, so you’re 
theirs. I want you to meet them, I want them to meet you. You won’t have to be alone while I 
go hunting anymore, you won’t ever be alone again.” 


That sounds like a dream come true but... “I trespassed. And I ate their prey, and I’m not 
even the same species--”’ 


“Shh, they won’t care about all that. You’re mine. You’re pod. That’s all that matters now. 
Come on.” Wilbur flicks his tail, rising up off of the sand. He loosens his grip, but keeps his 
hand hovering over Tommy. 


Tommy hunches his shoulders and reluctantly latches onto Wilbur’s hand. He doesn’t want to 
meet the rest of the pod. 


They’re just as big as Wilbur, Techno is even bigger, and they could tear Tommy apart if they 
wanted to. It wouldn’t take a second for them to kill him. Just a moment of inattention. 


Tommy warbles fearfully. 


“Come on, swim with me,” Wilbur croons. He holds Tommy close to his side as he moves, 
waiting until Tommy starts swimming on his own before he lets go. 


Wilbur is much faster than him, much bigger, and Tommy isn’t too invested in keeping up. 
He slips down Wilbur’s side, falling behind. The moment he falls back behind Wilbur’s fluke, 
Wilbur turns, coming around and herding him close again. 


“Are you tired, or being stubborn.” 
Tommy stays silent. 


If he says he’s tired, then Wilbur will carry him, but if he says he’s stubborn then it will be a 
lesson. 


A lesson will at least take up time that they won’t be joining the rest of the pod. 
Wilbur sighs. “Tommy, I promise you’ll be okay.” 


Tommy looks away, back towards the den. Its far, nearly gone in the distance, Wilbur travels 
so fast. Part of him quails at the thought of crossing all that open ocean alone. Without 
Wilbur’s reassuring bulk beside him. 


But he doesn’t want to meet the rest of the pod. 


“Baby,” Wilbur murmurs, scooping him close, “I promise, I won’t let anything happen to 
you. Phil and Techno will love you, just like I do.” 


Tommy shoves at his chest until Wilbur reluctantly opens his arm. “Why do we have to go 
meet them? Why can’t it just be us?” 


“They’re my pod, Tommy. I love them, I won’t leave them behind. Besides, I can’t take care 
of you on my own forever. I’ve already had to get their help plenty of times. Half the things I 
bring to you, Techno hunted.” 


Tommy’s lip curls. He doesn’t care. He doesn’t want to meet the other fuckers. Wilbur’s pod. 


They always call him, and he goes and leaves Tommy alone. He doesn’t want to share Wilbur 
anymore. He wants it to just be them. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur says. 


Tommy warbles stubbornly and darts away from Wilbur’s side. Fuck all this, he’s going back 
to the den. Wilbur can’t make him go. 


Wilbur cries out behind him but Tommy doesn’t care. He pushes himself, moving faster, out 
into the open ocean. In an instant, his instincts overwhelm his emotions. He’s alone, exposed, 
vulnerable. He freezes. 


A hand darts out and grabs Tommy around the back of the neck. Tommy squeaks and goes 
limp. 


Wilbur drags him close again, pinning him to his side. “Tommy!” he says, and he sounds 
scared, but then he sounds mad. “You stay with me while we’re out in the open,” Wilbur 
scolds. His tail flicks harshly in agitation, sending them swiftly forward. 


Tommy warbles, wiggling a little bit to try and get Wilbur’s hand off. Wilbur doesn’t let up. 
He presses Tommy close to his side, holding him even when Tommy moves his tail. 


“Its too dangerous to swim on your own,” Wilbur says, ““you’re too small. I will protect you, 
but you have to stay with me. Am I clear?” 


“Yes,” Tommy warbles, “I'll stay. I promise.” 


Wilbur slows down and pulls Tommy up to his chest. “I know you’re nervous, but you can t 
do that, Tommy. Ever. You have to stay with me. I’m here. I’ll always be here. Stay with me 
and your safe, remember?” 


“T remember,” Tommy mumbles, pressing his face into Wilbur’s collarbone. 
Wilbur sighs. “Now swim with me.” 


Reluctantly, Tommy obeys. He keeps pace at Wilbur’s hip as they slowly move deeper into 
the territory. Tommy’s never seen most of this area. 


Wilbur moved the den every few days, especially when Tommy was still injured and his 
blood could have attracted predators, but they stayed closer to the edges of the territory. Not 
at the very edge, but not this close to the heart of it either. 


They’re getting deep into the heart of it now. 
Tommy presses closer to Wilbur’s side, churring softly with nerves. 


Wilbur holds him there, his hand gentle, but there’s a hint of tension in his muscles too. He 
sounded confident, but Tommy wonders just how welcoming the rest of Wilbur’s pod will 
be. 


Wilbur sings, calling for them, and they answer. Far closer than Tommy would have liked. 
Wilbur slows down, at least, and instead of going right up to them, he finds a sheltered spot 
and lays down. Tommy wedges himself between Wilbur and the side of the small gully that 
they’re in. 


The rest of the pod sings, and Wilbur answers. They sound closer. 


Tommy stays silent, cuddling even closer. Wilbur runs a hand down his back, but its not as 
comforting as it usually is. 


“Will?” the voice isn’t deep. Its Phil, Wilbur’s father. 

“Hey dad,” Wilbur replies, but thankfully, he stays where he is. 
Phil hovers over the edge of the gully. “Are you stuck?” 

“No!” Wilbur sputters, “what the fuck?” 


Phil laughs, a hint of mischief in his tone, but there’s concern too. “What are you up to 
then?” 


“Something dumb, probably,” Techno says as he swims up from behind Phil. 


“Fuck you.” 


Techno snorts and settles down at the lip of the canyon. “Finally gonna show us what you’ve 
been hiding?” 


Tommy tenses. 

“Maybe,” Wilbur says, “if you’re not gonna be dicks about it.” 
Phil sighs. “Boys.” 

Wilbur and Techno both duck away with warbles of apology. 


Phil settles down too, and he reaches down to cup Wilbur’s jaw. “I’ve been worried about 
you,” he murmurs, “but I’ve been patient. Let me see.” 


Wilbur leans into the touch and away from Tommy. 


Tommy keeps his mouth shut, but he sticks close to Wilbur’s side, even as Phil guides him up 
out of the ditch. He knows the moment they catch sight of him. 


Techno makes a short sound of surprise--he’s too big for any sound he makes to be called a 
chirp--and rises up onto his hands. 


Shit. 


Tommy presses even closer to Wilbur, and he bites back a sound. He isn’t sure if it would 
have come out as a submissive warble or a challenging hiss. Neither one is something he 
wants to do. 


“Oh?” Phil murmurs, and he leans so he can catch sight of Tommy too. 


Tommy slips around Wilbur’s side, hovering at his back instead, his hands clutching tightly at 
Wilbur’s dorsal fin. Wilbur croons reassuringly, but he stays where he is, letting Tommy 
hide. 


“This is Tommy, he’s mine.” 


Tommy peeks over Wilbur’s shoulder in time to see Phil and Techno’s attention snap sharply 
to him. Techno’s eyes narrow. 


“T hate to break it to you Will, but he’s an entirely different species, I really don’t think he’s 
yours.” 


“Techno,” Phil scolds. “Blood doesn’t matter. If Wilbur says Tommy is his, he’s his. He’s 
ours.” 


His eyes land on Tommy again. 


Tommy ducks down behind Wilbur’s shoulder quickly, but its too late. He knows Phil saw 
him. 


“Come on baby,” Wilbur coos, “Come meet Phil.” 


Tommy curls into a tight ball in the center of Wilbur’s back, where he can’t reach. He churrs 
again, his claws dig into Wilbur’s dorsal fin. 


“At least say hi,” Wilbur negotiates. 
“Hi,” Tommy says softly, staying firmly right where he’s at. 
Phil croons warmly. “Hello, little one.” 


Tommy gasps and whips around. Phil has come around Wilbur’s side, and now he’s looming 
over them both. 


“Oh he’s beautiful, Will.” 


Tommy backs away, keeping his side pressed to Wilbur’s as he tries to put him between 
himself and Phil. Wilbur purrs and holds him close. “Its okay Toms, dad won’t hurt you.” 


Phil makes a low mournful sound, “oh mate, its okay. Wilbur’s right, I wouldn’t hurt you.” 
He drifts around Wilbur’s side, but thankfully, lets himself go lower in the water, settling on 
the seafloor with his chin resting on his arms. 


Tommy eyes him warily, and then abruptly realizes he’s lost track of the other one. Techno. 
His eyes dart frantically around them, but Techno has drawn away, he’s laying on a shelf of 
rock, keeping an eye on their surroundings. 


He glances Tommy’s way and Tommy flinches back into Wilbur’s chest, his gills freezing. 
Techno blinks slowly and turns his head, going back to his watch. 


Wilbur lays down on the sand as well, Tommy warbles uncertainly and moves from his chest 
to under his chin. He curls around the back of Wilbur’s neck, hiding beneath his hair and 
watching Phil from next to his ear. 


Phil croons at him, a soft look on his face. 

Tommy hisses. 

Wilbur purrs comfortingly and raises a hand to run over Tommy’s arm. “Its alright gremlin.” 
Yeah right. 

Phil pulls his eyes away from Tommy and to Wilbur. “Where did you find him?” 


Wilbur hums and stretches, laying his head on his arms in a mirror of his father. “You 
remember that pod, that kept sneaking into our territory on the east border?” 


Phil frowns as if he’s rifling through his memory. “Vaguely?” 
“Gave Techno the runaround?” Wilbur prompts. “He staked out the border for a week?” 


“Right,” Phil says, nodding. His eyes flick back to Tommy. “Did he get separated? Will, if his 
pod--” 


“They don’t get to have him back,” Wilbur says, a low growl bubbling up from his throat. 
“Don’t even think about that dad.” 


Phil snorts, offended, “of course not. They left him, you took care of him, but maybe they 
should at least know--” 


“They know,” Wilbur says gravely. “C’mere Toms.” 
Tommy warbles protest, clinging to Wilbur’s neck as Wilbur reaches up and pulls him down. 


“Shh, I just wanna show dad what that--” Wilbur bites back the growl. “Just let him see baby, 
that’s all. Just look.” 


Tommy whines and tucks his face into Wilbur’s neck, but he doesn’t stay there for long. He 
turns his head enough that he can watch Phil as he takes in the scars on Tommy’s tail. 


His lip curls, baring a flash of massive fangs. “They--” 


“Left him for dead,” Wilbur finishes, holding Tommy close. “They don’t get him back, 
anything about him. He’s mine.” 


“He’s yours,” Phil says, nodding gravely. 
“He’s ours,” Techno says. 


Tommy flinches and looks up. Techno has come down from his perch and he’s coming 
closer. 


Wilbur strokes down Tommy’s back. “Thank you,” he murmurs, letting Tommy go to curl 
back around his neck. 


Tommy warbles complaint, he doesn’t like Phil, he doesn’t like talking about his old shoal. 
His mother. He wraps his tail tightly around Wilbur’s neck, leaning into the soothing purr that 
vibrates his scales. 


He stares at Techno and Phil, and they stare back at him. 

Phil croons at him again. 

Tommy huddles closer to Wilbur. “Can we go?” he mutters as softly as he can. 
“Are you tired?” Wilbur asks, “I guess it is about time for your nap.” 


“T don’t take naps, I’m not a baby,” Tommy hisses. 


“T can show you to a good nursery for him,” Phil says. “Plenty of good den spots, mellow 
currents, easy to guard. Techno and I will keep watch while you guys settle in.” 


No. Tommy urges Wilbur mentally, say no. Say no and lets go back to the den. 
“Thank you,” Wilbur says, sounding relieved. 


Phil croons again, but this time its aimed at Wilbur instead of Tommy. “Of course mate, we’ll 
take care of you. Come on.” 


Tommy hisses quietly, but Wilbur only curls him up in his arms and follows after Phil. 
Tommy crosses his arms and scowls. Hopefully they'll leave soon, and then things can go 
back to the way they're supposed to be. 


Chapter End Notes 


A few notes on Wilbur here because I continuously fall into the trap of having all this 
intricate worldbuilding ready, but a POV character that gives not a single shit about it: 


Wilbur is very much not prepared to be a dad, he's making all sorts of rookie mistakes 
here. Wilbur is living the life of that one guy who found kittens under his bed and went 
"I'm A Dad Now" but with a four year old (ish, idk Tommy's exact age, he's young tho) 
instead of kittens. 


His instincts said to keep the "newborn" away from the pod for the first few weeks, but 
generally, a pod like, you know *knows* when they're about to get a new baby so they 
help out from a distance, leaving fresh kills, patrolling the area to make sure its safe, not 
calling the parent away from the baby. Wilbur is essentially a dumb 18 year old who 
decided "I'm gonna do this on my own!" so he kept Tommy a secret from Phil and 
Techno. 

But eventually even he decided "this is going Poorly and its time for the baby to meet 
the rest of the pod anyway, I didn't know being a teenage dad would be this much Work 
I need Babysitters" 


He also made some more "human" rookie mistakes, like waking the baby up from a nap 
and then dragging him off to meet people. Everyone knows you don't wake the baby, 
Wilbur, come on. Its gonna make him grumpy. He also didn't exactly prime Tommy to 
meet Techno and Phil in a good mindset, he just went "rad, we're gonna go now" and 
didn't like, really explain. You gotta explain, Wilbur. 


Techno and especially Phil also jump the gun a bit here, but to be fair, they just got An 
Entire Baby dumped on them. They thought Wilbur was like, idk, making moody 
teenager art off in that cave, or maybe hoarding a secret pet that he was nursing back to 
health, not a fucking toddler. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


really short chapter this time, honestly probably should have just stuck it onto the end of 
the last chapter but oh well. Enjoy 1k words of Tommy being a grumpy babie 


The ‘nursery’ that Phil take them to is....okay. Maybe. 


Its tucked into a lagoon near an island, the water shallow enough to be warm. A small coral 
reef keeps separates it from the open ocean. The den Wilbur chooses 1s nice, the rock worn 
smooth, the sand soft, and Phil and Techno help create a soft nest in the back. 


They bring food too, and when a pod of orcas comes patrolling by, they scare them away well 
before Tommy can even see them. The only reason he knows they’re there is because he can 
hear them clicking and singing. And then he can hear Techno roaring. 


Wilbur tucks him into the den and curls tight around him while Phil stands guard at the 

entrance of the den. Its a lot less scary than when Tommy’s shoal had to deal with orcas. Or 
when Tommy had to hide from sharks that came near the den with only Wilbur there to guard 
him. 


So its not...terrible. 


But Phil and Techno are a/ways there, and even after weeks and weeks, Wilbur doesn’t move 
dens. Tommy wants to get away from these fuckers. 


They keep trying to keep him from Wilbur, especially if Tommy wakes up and Wilbur is still 
asleep. Instead of letting Tommy wake him up, they try to distract him. 


Tommy hates it. Hates them. 


They want to take him from Wilbur, and Wilbur from him. Phil is especially bad about it. He 
always tells Wilbur that he ’// keep an eye on Tommy, so Wilbur can go run off and do stuff 
with Zechno. 


Tommy hates Techno. 
And Phil. 
They keep butting in where Tommy doesn’t want them. 


Whenever Phil ‘watches him’ Tommy sits in the nest and glares at him and refuses to do 
anything Phil suggests. He doesn’t even go out and see the school of black manta rays that 


Phil brings to show him. He doesn’t care about them, even if Phil says they’re friendly and 
soft. 


Phil looks like he’s about to offer to “take Tommy for a bit, mate” again right now. Tommy 
scowls at him, and continues to ignore the squid Wilbur is trying to give him. 


Tommy doesn’t want it. He wants clams, not dumb squid. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur says, and he sounds tired again. He always sounds tired. It was better when 
it was just them, Tommy was happier and Wilbur was less tired. Well. He was still kind of 
tired, but it was still better because Phil and Techno weren’t there. 


“Mate-- Phil says. 

Tommy hisses at him, flaring his fins and arching his tail. “No! Shut up!” 
“Tommy!” Wilbur says, “don’t talk to Phil like that.” 

“Fuck you!” Tommy snarls right back. 

Wilbur sighs and puts his face in his hand. 

“Why don’t you go and--” 


“No!” Tommy shrieks. “Shut up! Stop making him go away! I hate you!” Tommy lunges and 
wraps himself tightly around Wilbur’s neck. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur says, “you don’t hate Phil, that’s not a nice thing to say.” 
“T do too!” Tommy snarls. “I hate him and I hate Techno!” 


“Why?” Phil asks, like he’s surprised that Tommy doesn’t fucking like him. “Did we scare 
you sweetheart? Hurt you? I’m very sorry if we did, tell me what’s wrong and Ill fix it, 
okay?” 


Tommy glares at him and growls. 
“Tommy,” Wilbur says, nudging him. “Why do you hate Phil? He and Techno Jove you.” 
“T don’t care!” Tommy snaps, clinging tighter. “They keep taking you away!” 


Wilbur makes a sad noise and cups his hand over Tommy. ““Toms--” he says, but he doesn’t 
say anything after that. 


“Oh mate,” Phil sighs. “We’re not taking Wilbur away from you, we’d never do that.” 
“You do it all the time!” 


Phil sighs and he’s quiet for a long moment. 


Tommy peeks over Wilbur’s hand to glare at him. Yeah bitch, maybe now he sees how much 
of a dick he’s been. 


“You really love him, huh?” Phil says. 
“He’s mine,” Tommy hisses. 
“Yeah, he is.” 


Tommy blinks. For some reason he was expecting Phil to disagree. To say that Wilbur was 
his, and Tommy didn’t get to hog him. Which is dumb as fuck, Wilbur is Tommy’s and 
Tommy will hog him all he wants. Or he would if Phil and Techno would quit being 
bastards. 


“Its probably pretty scary when Wilbur leaves, huh?” Phil asks. 
Tommy growls at him again. 


Wilbur inhales, his gills fluttering against Tommy’s skin, but Phil puts up a hand, keeping 
him from saying anything. 


“And you don’t trust me or Techno the way you do Will.” 
Tommy snorts. Of course he fucking doesn’t. 


“T think we all got a bit caught up in being excited that you were here and we forgot that you 
might not be as excited,” Phil says softly. “We’ve been trying to help Wilbur and we haven’t 
explained things to you as well as we should have. I’m very sorry Tommy.” 


Tommy narrows his eyes at him. 
What the fuck does that mean? 
“Fuck off,” he mutters, curling tighter around Wilbur. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur says softly, and he pulls Tommy down from his neck. “I’m sorry I messed 
up. I would never leave you, not forever. Never forever. I love you so much. I'd really like 
you to get along with Phil and Techno, because I love them too. Could we all start over? Give 
them another chance?” 


Tommy stays silent, looking down. 
“Please?” Wilbur prompts, “for me?” 


“Okay,” Tommy whispers quietly. 


End Notes 


Hope you enjoyed 


Things that will get your comment deleted: 
1) Pointing out typos and grammar shit. I do not care, I've got dyslexia, I get all the stuff out 
that I can, unless the typo is altering the meaning of a sentence, just live with it. 


2) Talking about how you don't like the content of a fic. You are free and welcome to use the 
back button if you don't like the fic, I encourage it, but I don't want to hear about how you 
dislike it. I wrote this for me, you guys get to read it because I'm nice. These are comments, 
not reviews. 


3) Asking me to write other stuff. I have never taken requests and I likely won't ever do so. I 
write what I want to. 


4) Comments about rape or suicide. I really shouldn't have to say this, but here we are. Unless 
there is suicide in the themes of a fic, I don't want to hear it, and I never want to hear about 
rape. Ever. Or sexual content in general, thanks. Nothing I ever write is intended to be read as 
sexual, everything is strictly platonic. 


5) No trauma dumping. I am not your therapist, I am a stranger on the internet I do not need 
or want to know the stuff you have going on 


You can find me on tumblr at technobladesbasement 


If you're inspired to create anything based on my fics, art, writing, interperative dance you 
have full permission to do it. Inspiring other people to do stuff is my favorite thing. 


I love comments but I am shit at replying to them because I have so much anxiety. So much. 
but I love all comments regardless and I thank everyone who leaves me one, they brighten 
my day 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


